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nine for Baltimore, where the President addressed a meeting of grain dealers. There was a real ovation when he rose to speak. As I sat on the stage where I could watch the faces of the men in the audience, I was impressed by their attention and eager interest. Mother and my sister Bertha returned to Shadow Lawn with us. Our queer house fascinated them.
Besides the regular work, the study was piled high with commissions to be signed. The officer personnel of the Army was being recommissioned, and the signing of so many thousand documents was no light task. The President was asked to review some units of the New Jersey National Guard. So we drove over tro Sea Girt, and he mounted a horse and, accompanied by Colonel Kennedy, as military aide, rode up and down the lines, looking very stunning, I thought. When he came back to the car he laughed and told a story of a similar review when he was Governor of New Jersey and had jestingly discussed his attire with the reporters. One paper quoted him as saying: "It seemed queer to ride a horse wearing a high hat and cutaway coat." Whereupon another paper commented: "We have never seen a horse wearing a high hat and cutaway coat, but if the Governor says so, we agree with him that it was a very incongruous sight."
We returned from Sea Girt in time to see the Young Men's Democratic Club of New York, fifteen hundred strong, march through our gates with bands playing. My husband made his first "political" speech of the campaign to them. He had been urged to do it by his advisers. Personally, I liked the other kind he had been making very much better.
So autumn and the campaign wore on and when there was as much as five minutes between appointments we would tackle the army commissions. They stood in stacks several feet high. We had a large table especially for them, with blotters and everything ready. I would place and blot them as fast as he would sign; and we made a sort of game